ULTIMATE
Turner, Whistler, Steer; each had his place in riverside Chelsea.
Steer's end of that village and of its 'Cheyne Walk* abutted on
a slummy quarter threaded by 'Lot's Road' and * World's End
Passage*, names that a curious fancy might count symbolical
The first of them calls up the scene of a city ablaze with fire from heaven
such as visited London in the 'forties, wiped out Chelsea Old Church
with its nine centuries of history, struck Turner's old lodging and made
a desert round No. 109. The other name might be thought to threaten an
end to the world that Steer loved and painted. Already some part of it
had gone. At Thame in 1923 Behrend recalls:
... he did some work in a broad part of the street where there was a pleasant horse
pond, which he put in the foreground of his sketches. Very soon afterwards this pond
was filled up and the street levelled, for the convenience of motorists. A year after this
we were painting at Long Crendon. He did some watercolours of a group of pine
trees from which he painted an oil-picture. But returning to look at them a few days
afterwards he found they had all been cut down and sold. At Harwich, where I was
with him during a summer and David Muirhead joined us, we frequented a ship-
yard, dating from Stuart times, where some of Nelson's craft had been repaired (the
'Three Cups' inn where we stayed has Nelson's name associated with it, and in its
courtyard is a wooden medallion in high, coloured relief, of Lady Hamilton). To-
wards the end of our stay, workmen arrived and began to pull down the deserted
buildings, and very difficult they seemed to find it, for those buildings appeared to be
bolted and constructed as solidly as one of Nelson's battleships. Everything was
levelled, and I was told the corporation intended making a car park there.
John Fothergill has a water colour in his inn of the Blue Pod by Steer. This was
once a lovely spot off the beaten track, between Wareham and Corfe, and, when I
was there in 1921, not very easily approached. Its colour was greenish blue to cerulean,
owing to the colour of its bed and the white and cream and pale tints of ochres and
burnt siennas of its deep shelving sides. Some years afterwards John Fothergill chanced
to visit the pool and he wrote to Steer that he had been there, and had recognized it,
*as it was so unlike your water colour.* A friend of mirife tells me that it is now an
advertised afternoon's ran for Bournemouth visitors and that there is a road to it, with
dcasem of charabancs and a. car park, and a cafe and tea rooms, but whether it had
been tiled and made into a bathing pool was not staied.
These BO doubt wtre th* reasons for Steer's remark that 'one half of die world seems
to be constantly occupied in mucking up the other/
Already the 'beauty-spots* of the country were thick-clustered with tea-